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The Big Fish That Swam Out of the Screen

In the film, the big fish lives in a pond deep in a valley and never leaves the
valley mouth its whole life. It has seen the clouds beyond the mouth, has seen leaves
from other places drifting in with the water, yet every time it swims to the mouth it
turns back. The small fish on the screen laugh at it: what is so good about the sea
outside? The big fish does not answer. It only floats on the water at night,
motionless, facing the direction of the mouth. The hall was very quiet. I stared at

the back of the fish, scale after scale dark upon it.

Then it leapt out. Not on a bright morning, but in a storm. The waterfall at the
valley mouth swelled into a white blur, and it rode that water outward, its tail
sweeping the cliff, a few scales breaking off. It landed in the great water beyond
the valley, rolled over, and there were specks of light in the splash. Only then did
I notice I had been holding my breath, my palms all sweat. A classmate held out half
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a pack of tissues; I did not take it.

I remembered learning to ride a bicycle in the summer of third grade. The road
behind our compound ran downhill, and I gripped the brake, afraid to let go. My
father held the back seat from behind and said: eyes forward, do not look at the
wheel. I rode crooked, and jumped off whenever the handlebar swung. One afternoon I
looked back and found my father standing twenty meters away, both hands in his
pockets. When he had let go, I did not know. That moment I panicked and squeezed the
brake to death, fell, and scraped my knee. But I also learned this: the bike had all

along been ridden by me alone.

The film ended, the credits rolled, and I still sat without moving. I was
thinking of the broken scales of the big fish. It leapt out not because there was no
pain, but leaping in spite of pain. My fall hurt for a week, and I walked with a
limp, yet in the second week I dared to ride to school alone, and I learned not to
lock the brake on a downhill.

In the film the deep valley later became a legend, and the big fish never went
back. I closed my notebook. I did not write down the sentence in my heart, but I
remembered it: beyond the valley mouth there really is light inside the splash. To

see it, I must first let the bike ride out of my own hand on the brake.

On the way home from school I deliberately detoured along the downhill road
behind our compound, walked my bike along it once, then rode it once. The handlebar
still swung, and this time I did not jump off; I rode it out crooked, and at the
bottom of the slope I laughed at myself. The wind messed up my bangs, and I thought
of the moment the tail of the big fish swept the cliff wall. That, too, was crooked.

PR NFREDT —%

MU 2, BSFIAI NN R B AU A B — DA 7 s Bk
W PO EOMA )\ SR, BRIV LAk, BRI A CERR 4%, #Ak, s,
BRI I o $R T AR, A BLkIRbk,

BAEBL BB R R — UNERBRCA S RAE T, JUHACK S Bt L ik,
EiE T, LHCKE/FREMEE, NERERST), TRkLOk. RE g RS
PPRRER TR0, iR . JaREE T, gRIBE RS, BREINFIFRENAESE, M
R, OB, R NARCKE . B TIRA, IERESHSWE TA, SUlREH )5,

A RIX EBAVEER AR WUES o2, iR B 17, IBBORIKS T Friets
REETE 7o JAES, LURAFBIEN S EHERISE R ok, MUt 2 ARG . 3K

www. vv99. net



VBRI RE, A TR R BA TR —A) i, 5 ARG A BT RE SO . RRIISRF, LR
REREH 7, RS RERCLAETRR LEL TR, SRR T,

TR, WK E G BBOK . TR R I RIS F A IR, SRR RAEFK SV R
PTG TR A, WS MWORT, ERWEE TE, BT, RO T . M ARIEE
BARFIEIR— KB . bl FORKAKRBEET .

HU LIV 728 kDRI B, A LR BT R BB SRk,
WAEREASIER . FRERRIEE, BERBRNR - &E AT, i FEhiEei b, B
WEhl, Gk, PN BRARAE AN

HOAI F R B IO AANE 2 bl EARAER, ERIETRITT .

The Fox With One Tail Less

Halfway through the film, Zhou Xiaozhou next to me whispered: why does that fox
always sit alone? I could not answer. The fox on the screen has eight tails, while
other foxes all have nine. It searches everywhere for the tail it lost, turning over
stones, crawling through grass, asking passing birds. It searches the whole film and

gets not one tail back.

What moved me most was the rainy night. A young deer had its leg wedged in a
crack of rock. The fox was on its way to look for its tail, but it paused, reached
out its eighth tail for the deer to bite and pull itself free, and the leg came out.
A tuft of fur was bitten off the tail. The fox licked its wound and made no sound.
Later, when the snow stopped, it returned to its old place to sit, and suddenly found
the ninth tail behind it, short and newly grown, like a small bundle of flame. It
stared for a long time, curled the tail around to look at it, then let it fall back
behind.

Watching that, I thought of Chen Xiaohe. In the first term of fourth grade, she
used my eraser to rub out a wrong character and smeared my half-finished reading
card. I got angry and pushed her library card off her desk onto the floor. She picked
it up, and for two weeks she did not speak to me. Our seats touched, and in those
fifteen days we exchanged not one word, speaking loudly to others on purpose. Outside
I seemed fine; inside I counted the days. By the tenth day I had written an apology

on scratch paper, then crumpled it up.

On the fourteenth day she was absent with a cold. At dismissal her mother came to
return my library card, saying Chen Xiaohe kept talking about me at home. The next
day I put a tangerine candy on the corner of her desk, with no note. She came, picked

up the candy, looked at it, sat down, unwrapped it, and ate it. She said: I will
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replace your reading card with a new one. I said: mine was crooked anyway.

The tail the fox searched a lifetime and never got back grew back the night it
lent a tail away. I cannot say whether that counts as a lesson. I only know that at
dismissal that day, Chen Xiaohe and I walked out of the school gate together, her
scarf dragging on the ground. I reminded her, she picked it up, and we talked the

whole way.

As the hall emptied, Zhou Xiaozhou asked again: why was the fox not anxious? I

said: it was not that it was not anxious. It was that it opened its hand.
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I Stayed in My Seat a While After the Lights

The old railway station in the film is about to close. After the last train pulls
away, the stationmaster stands alone on the platform, switches on the loudspeaker,
and plays that sentence once more: the train bound for Shannan is about to arrive.
There is nobody on the platform. When it finishes, he switches off the loudspeaker,
locks the door of the waiting room, and hangs the key on the nail beside the frame,
without taking it back. The subtitle says that in the spring of the following year,

the waiting room became a reading corner, and the key is still on the nail.

This part has no music, only the repeated sentence from the loudspeaker and the
sound of wind along the rails. My nose stung, and I did not expect it myself. The

girl in the seat beside me laughed at me, and I pretended to wipe my glasses.

The lights came on and everyone pushed toward the door. I did not move; I sat in
my seat a little longer, looking at the white glow of the screen. I thought of my
grandfather. In the years when our village had rail service, every evening at half
past five he carried a small stool out to sit at the gate, facing the road at the
village entrance. That train never actually stopped at our village; it passed once
through the crossing at the entrance, hooted, and was gone. I asked Grandpa whom he
was waiting for. He said nobody, just listening. The year the line closed, the
crossing was dismantled, and Grandpa still sat there at half past five every day,

shelling green beans, his ears turned that way.

Why did the stationmaster in the film leave the key on the nail? I sat in my seat
and thought about it. The clock in the waiting room had stopped, the benches had been
carried off, yet he left the key on the nail, as if leaving a door open for anyone
who might still want to come. My grandfather sitting at the gate was not listening
for trains either. He was listening for the people who got off somewhere nearby, for
those walking home with carrying poles, for students back for the holidays. The

trains were gone, but those people were still on the road, so he kept sitting.

I stayed long enough to retie my shoelaces before standing up. At the door, the
girl who had laughed at me turned to wait for me, and we went out together. Outside,
dusk had just fallen and the street lamps had just come on. I told her I would watch
this film again when I grew up. She asked why. I said: some films, you cannot bear to

leave the moment the lights come on.

On the way home I called the house. My mother said Grandpa was sitting in the
courtyard. Before handing the phone to him, I called out first: Grandpa, whether the
train passes or not does not matter, you listen to me too. On the other end he

laughed and said: all right, all right, I am listening.
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